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CHAPTER XII.

NEXT morning Mariana woke only to new despondency; she felt
herself very solitary, she wished not to see the light of day, but
stayed in bed, and wept. Old Barbara sat down by her, and tried
to persuade and console her; but it was not in her power so soon
to heal the wounded heart. The moment was now at hand, to
which the poor girl had been looking forward as to the last of her
life. Who could be placed in a more painful situation ! The man
she loved was departing; a disagreeable lover was threatening to
come; and the most fearful mischiefs were to be anticipated, if
the two, as might easily happen, should meet together.

" Calm yourself, my dear," said the old woman; "do not spoil
your pretty eyes with crying. Is it, then, so terrible a thing to
have two lovers ? And though you can bestow your love but on
the one, yet be thankful to the other, who, caring for you as he
does, certainly deserves to be named your friend."

" My poor Wilhelm," said the other, all in tears, " had warn-
ing that a separation was at hand. A dream discovered to him
what we strove so much to hide. He was sleeping calmly at
my side; on a sudden I heard him muttering some unintelligible
sounds; I grew frightened, and awoke him. Ah ! with what love
and tenderness and warmth did he clasp me ! ' 0 Mariana!'
cried he, e what a horrid fate have you freed me from ! How
shall I thank you for deliverance from such torment! I dreamed
that I was far from you in an unknown country, but your figure
hovered before me; I saw you on a beautiful hill, the sunshine
was glancing over it all; how charming did you look! But it
had not lasted long, till I observed your image sinking down, sink-
ing, sinking; I stretched out my arms towards you; they could
not reach you through the distance. Your image still kept glid-
ing down; it approached a great sea that lay far extended at the
foot of the hill, a marsh rather than a sea. All at once a man
gave you his hand, and seemed meaning to conduct you upwards,
but he led you sidewards, and appeared to draw you after him.
I cried out; as I could not reach you, I hoped to warn you. If
I tried to walk, the ground seemed to hold me fast; if I could
walk, the frater hindered me; and even my cries were smothered
in my breast/ So said the poor youth, while recovering from his